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SCENE  : 


Parlour,  Ty- Robert  Farm,  Glamorganshire. 


TIME  : 


Present  Day. 


THE  EPIDEMIC. 


[Scene. — The  parloiir ,  Ty-Robert  farm  ;  afternoon . 
Miriam  is  dressed  for  the  evening,  and  is  sitting 
down  knitting  near  the  fire.  She  is  an  attractive 
bright  girl,  fairly  educated,  and  the  flowers  about 
the  room  indicate  a  natural  refinement  and  liking 
for  pretty  things.  She  raises  her  eyes  from  her 
knitting  to  glance  musingly  at  Tom  Rees,  the 
young  Veterinary  Surgeon,  who  is  walking  up 
and  down  the  room  with  ruffled  temper.  A  bit 
of  a  dandy,  he  wears  a  grey  check  lounge  coat,  fancy 
waistcoat,  well-cut  riding  breeches,  boxcloth  leggings , 
and  black  boots.'] 

TOM  (fervently)  :  I  wish  your  Uncle  was  in 
Heaven,  Miriam. 

MIRIAM  (looking  up  at  Tom  with  a  smile)  :  Don’t 
say  that,  Tom.  Why  should  you  want  to  punish 
the  angels  ? 

TOM  :  There  is  only  one  other  place  that  would 
suit  him  better  (points  down).  But  I  am  afraid 
he  would  be  too  much  for  the  master  of  the  house — 
even  there. 

MIRIAM  :  For  shame  !  You  are  very  hot 
yourself  just  now,  or  you  wouldn’t  think  of  these 
warm  places.  But,  dear  me  !  Uncle  was  always 
slow,  and  you  won’t  make  him  any  faster  by  trying 
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to  put  wings  on  him  or  burning  a  bit  of  sulphur 
under  his  nose. 

TOM  :  No.  He  is  like  a  pig  on  a  string — pulling 
against  everybody.  If  he  wasn’t  so  mean,  he 
would  get  another  servant,  and  not  keep  you  slaving 
here  from  morning  to  night.  It  makes  me  wild 
to  think  of  it. 

MIRIAM  (sighing)  :  I  am  a  bit  tired  of  it,  too. 

TOM  :  I  should  think  so.  The  old  skin-flint. 

MIRIAM  :  Hush  !  If  he  heard  you,  he  would 
.  only  laugh,  and  he  is  harder  to  manage  when  he 
laughs  than  at  any  other  time. 

TOM  :  Don’t  I  know  ?  Yr  hen  daclau  !  I 
wish  he  would  put  his  jaw  out  with  his  laughing. 
But  (despondently)  there  it  is  !  Laugh  or  cry, 
drunk  or  sober,  he  is  always  nasty  to  me. 

MIRIAM  (gets  up — crosses  to  Tom — coaxingly)  : 
Never  mind,  Tom.  I  will  make  it  up  to  you  some  day. 
Y  ou  must  have  patience  with  him,  and  it  will  come 
right  in  the  end. 

TOM  :  Yes — when  we  are  too  old  to  care. 
Indeed,  Miriam  (seizing  her  hand — looking  into  her 

eyes),  I  will  run  off  with  you  one  of  these  days, 
in  spite  of  him. 

MIRIAM  (demurely)  :  I  wouldn’t  mind,  if  it 
wasn’t  for  the  money.  But,  if  we  did  such  a  thing, 
he  wouldn’t  leave  us  a  penny  ;  and  then  my  cousin 
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Jenny  would  have  it  all.  She  is  proud  enough  as 
it  is,  but  with  his  thousands  (i throws  up  her  hands), 
my  goodness  !  there  would  be  no  room  in  the  parish 
for  me.  No — no — Twm  bach  :  there  is  a  better 
way.  You  must  come  round  him  with  some  of 
your  tricks — the  same  as  you  did  me.  ( Laughs 
and  stands  off.) 

TOM  :  Go  on  with  you  !  I  can’t  put  my  arm 
round  him  and  coax  him  like  I  did  you.  If  I  began 
that  game  with  him  (savagely)  I  would  squeeze 
him  till  his  ribs  cracked. 

MIRIAM  (with  a  delighted  sigh)  :  Do  you  love 
me  so  much  as  that  ? 

TOM  :  Ten  times  more. 

MIRIAM  :  It  is  lovely  to  think  that  you  would 
squeeze  a  man  to  death  for  my  sake.  Of  course 
I  wouldn’t  like  you  to  do  it,  but  it’s  nice  to  know. 
But,  to  come  back  to  your  tricks.  I  suppose  you 
remember — a  few  of  them  ? 

TOM  (smiling)  :  Is  this  one  of  them  ?  (Kisses 
her.) 

MIRIAM  :  No— no  ! 

TOM  (embraces  her — kisses  her  twice)  :  Is  that 
one  of  them  ? 

MIRIAM  (getting  out  of  his  way)  :  Don’t  be 
foolish  !  I  wasn’t  thinking  about  you  and  me. 
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I  was  thinking  about  the  cows  and  the  horses  and 
the  pigs,  and  the  powder  you  gave  me  to  give  them. 

TOM  :  By  gosh  !  I  forgot  all  about  it.  I  can’t 
think  of  anything  when  I  am  with  you — except 
your  uncle.  Did  you  put  the  powder  in  their  food  ? 
(She  nods.)  And  give  a  bit  to  the  pigs  ?  (She  nods.) 
And  the  horses  ? 

MIRIAM  :  I  gave  it  to  all  of  them — just  as  you 
told  me — for  their  dinner  ;  and  they  are  not  very 
comfortable  since,  I  can  tell  you.  They  are  making 
a  noise  worse  than  Cradoc’s  “  Farm  Yard  ”  on  the 
fiddle. 

TOM  :  Ah  !  it  is  working  well.  I  wish  you 
had  given  a  bit  to  the  old  man  as  well. 

MIRIAM  :  Is  it  dangerous  ? 

TOM  :  No. 

MIRIAM  :  What  would  it  do  to  him  ? 

TOM  :  Make  him  feel  very  sick  and  bad  all  over. 

MIRIAM  :  I  suppose  it  wouldn’t  soften  his  heart, 
would  it  ? 

TOM  :  There  is  no  medicine  in  the  world  strong 
enough  to  do  that.  It  is  made  of  the  leather  of 
money  bags,  or  flint,  I  think. 

MIRIAM  (musingly)  :  Indeed,  I  don’t  know.  It 
has  made  the  horses  sweat,  whatever,  and  they 
say  sweating  is  a  sign  of  softness. 

TOM  :  My  word,  Miriam,  a  Veterinary  Surgeon’s 
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wife  you  must  be.  You  know  how  to  put  two  and 
two  together  and  make  three.  We  will  have  an 
epidemic  on  the  farm,  all  of  my  own  making,  and 
frighten  the  old  man  into  fits.  O  !  let  us  be  joyful  ! 

(Catches  hold  of  Miriam,  and  they  dance  around  the 
room.  Sees  Simon  Powell  standing  by  the  door — 
stops  abruptly.  Under  his  breath  to  Miriam)  :  Here 
he  is  ! 

(Enter  Simon  Powell,  a  spare,  elderly  man,  with 
keen  eyes  and  a  dry,  sardonic  smile,  dressed  in 
Welsh  home- spun  coat,  and  breeches  and  leggings 
of  the  same.  He  has  a  game-leg ;  and  scowls  and 
grunts  as  he  stumps  into  the  room.) 

SIMON  (to  Tom)  :  So,  you  are  here  again,  are 
you  ? 

MIRIAM  (solemnly)  :  Here  to-day — gone  to¬ 
morrow,  Uncle. 

SIMON  :  Tish  I  He  will  go  to-day,  I  think,  and 
not  to-morrow. 

TOM  :  I  am  here  on  business,  Mr.  Powell. 
Miriam  sent  for  me. 

SIMON  :  She  is  not  Miriam  to  you.  Remember 
that. 

TOM  :  All  right,  Mr.  Powell.  I  was  excited. 
She  has  just  been  telling  me  that  a  serious  epidemic 
has  broken  out  on  the  farm. 

SIMON  :  Is  there,  indeed  !  Oh  !*  H’m  !  If  she 
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knows  about  epidemics,  there  is  no  need  for  me 
to  have  a  farrier.  So  you  can  go  home. 

TOM  :  Veterinary  Surgeon,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Powell. 

SIMON  (slowly)  :  We  called  them  farriers  in 
my  young  days. 

TOM  (with  dignity)  :  And  in  my  young  days, 
which  are  not  so  old-fashioned  as  yours,  we  call 
them — 

MIRIAM  (breaks  in — with  a  smile)  :  “  Vets  ” — 
that’s  what  they  are  :  so  you  are  both  wrong. 

SIMON  (to  Miriam)  :  What  do  you  know  about 
farriers  ?  You  are  as  ignorant  about  them  as  you 
are  about  cattle.  Enough  like  one  another,  too — 
a  dull,  stupid  lot.  Ha  !  h’m  !  very  stupid. 

MIRIAM  :  I  am  not  so  ignorant  as  you  think. 
If  the  cows  and  the  horses  and  the  pigs  are  all 
bad  at  the  same  time,  what  is  that  but  an  epidemic  ? 

SIMON  (sarcastically)  :  I  sent  you  to  school  to 
learn  manners — not  diseases  of  cattle  and  horses 
and  pigs.  It  is  come  to  something  when  young 
girls  like  you  try  to  teach  men  of  experience  about 
the  business  they  were  brought  up  to. 

TOM  :  A  business  can  bring  a  man  down  as 
well  as  up,  Mr.  Powell.  Miriam  knows  what  she 
is  talking  about. 

SIMON  :  I  ’ont  have  you  calling  her  by  her  name  ! 
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(Thumps  the  floor  with  his  stick.) 

TOM  :  I  am  of  one  mind  with  you  there,  Mr, 
Powell.  I  would  rather  call  her  by  my  name. 
Mrs.  Tom  Rees  she  is  going  to  be  in  the  end.  You 
can  make  up  your  mind  to  that. 

SIMON  :  Oh — ho  !  Defying  me,  are  you  ? 
(Chuckles.)  No — no — you  are  not  the  sort  to  take 
her  without  a  bit  of  money,  and  she  shan’t  have 
a  penny  from  me  if  she  marries  against  my  will. 
(Bangs  his  hand  on  the  table.)  Mind  that,  now. 

TOM  :  Devil  fly  away  with  your  money  !  I 
will  take  her  in  a  pair  of  curling  pins  and  a  dressing 
gown.  I  don’t  want  your  money.  I  can  make 
plenty  for  her  and  for  me. 

SIMON  :  No  doubt — no  doubt.  But  women  are 
expensive  things,  Thomas  Rees — very  expensive. 
(Chuckles,  rubs  his  hands.)  But,  there  you  are  ! 
You  are  young  and  foolish,  both  of  you,  and  no 
doubt,  you  are  ready  to  play  the  fool  with  the  best 
of  them.  I  don’t  know  what  your  feelings  are 
Miriam.  But  I  tell  you  this  :  If  you  leave  me, 
and  force  me  to  pay  a  housekeeper,  I  will  have 
that  slut,  Jenny,  your  cousin,  here,  and  leave  her 
everything  I  was  going  to  leave  to  you.  And 
(mockingly)  she  is  a  nice  girl,  too.  Very  fond  of 
her  you  are,  I  know.  Oh,  yes — very  fond.  She 
is  like  sour  milk  to  you.  (Chuckles.) 
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MIRIAM  (bites  her  lips,  taps  the  ground  with 
her  foot)  :  The  proud,  selfish  thing  !  It  would 
serve  you  right  if  I  left  you  to  her.  You  would 
have  a  nice  time.  But  (dabbing  her  eyes  with  her 
handkerchief)  I — I  don’t  want  to  quarrel  with  you, 
Uncle. 

SIMON  :  You  will  stay  here  then  ? 

MIRIAM  (half  crying)  :  Y — ye — yes.  But  it  is 
— a  pity  for  T — T — Tom. 

SIMON  (smiles  grimly,  points  to  the  door)  :  There 
is  the  door,  Thomas  Rees  (spitefully)  farrier. 

TOM  :  I  can  see  the  door,  Mr.  Powell.  My  eyes 
are  not  so  bad  as  your  memory. 

SIMON  (sharply)  :  Eh  ?  What’s  that  ? 

TOM  :  You  are  forgetting  about  the  cattle  and 
the  epidemic. 

SIMON  (dryly)  :  That  is  my  business. 

TOM  :  Very  well,  it  is  mine,  too.  You  are 
forcing  me  to  remember  that  I  am  an  official  under 
the  Board  of  Agriculture,  and  that  I  have  got  power 
to  slaughter  all  animals  suffering  from  epidemics  ; 
and  I  give  you  notice  that  I  shall  do  so. 

MIRIAM  :  Oh,  Uncle  ;  see  what  you  have  done 
by  offending  Tom  !  He  was  our  friend,  and  he 
would  have  winked  at  the  epidemic  for  my  sake  ; 
but  now  he  is  a  Government  official,  and  he  must 
do  his  duty.  I  had  some  influence  with  him  as  a 
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man,  but  I  have  got  none  with  him  as  an  official. 
Oh  !  I  am  sorry  for  you  ;  indeed,  indeed  I  am. 

SIMON  (a  little  uneasy)  :  Are  you  both  mad  ? 
There  is  no  epidemic  on  my  farm.  It  is  the 
healthiest  land  in  Morgannwg. 

TOM  :  It  was,  perhaps,  a  few  hours  ago,  but 
not  now.  This  epidemic  has  come  swiftly,  like  a 
thief  in  the  night  ;  and  you  know  that  the  quicker 
a  disease  comes  the  more  fatal  it  is.  Indeed, 
Mr.  Powell,  I  am  telling  you  this  in  deadly  earnest, 
because  I  am  sorry  for  you. 

SIMON  ( looks  doubtfully  at  Tom,  and  grunts  his 
disbelief)  :  Stuff-and-nonsense  !  Tish  S  What  are 
you  bothering  about  ? 

MIRIAM  :  If  you  don’t  believe  him,  Uncle,  go 
and  see  the  poor  things  for  yourself.  Indeed,  they 
are  very  bad. 

TOM  (listens  at  the  window)  :  Poor  things  !  I 
can  hear  them  groaning  from  here.  (Cattle  and 
pigs  make  an  uproar  outside.) 

SIMON  (stares  at  them  both  in  turn — they  are  very 
serious — his  jaw  drops)  :  If  it  is  true,  I  shall  be 
ruined  (stumps  to  the  door)  ruined  !  (Hurries  out  as 
fast  as  he  can.) 

TOM  (bursts  out  laughing)  :  It  is  working  fine, 
Miriam.  You  are  playing  up  to  me  splendid. 
Poor  dab  !  Did  you  see  his  face  ?  I  would  give 
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a  sovereign  for  a  picture  of  him  when  he  comes 
back.  Indeed,  though,  his  face  will  be  too  long  to 
find  a  frame  for  it. 

MIRIAM  :  For  shame,  Tom  !  (Anxiously.)  I 
am  feeling  upset  about  it.  It  wasn’t  poison  I  gave 
them,  was  it  ?  (Tom  nods.)  Oh,  dear !  Oh, 
dear  !  (Puts  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.) 

TOM  :  What  are  you  crying  for  ?  Have  you  got 
the  epidemic,  too  ? 

MIRIAM  :  No  ;  I  am  crying  for  the  cows  and 
the  horses  and  the  p — pigs. 

TOM  :  Leave  your  Uncle  to  do  that.  (Takes 
her  handkerchief  from  her.)  I  only  said  it  was 
poison  to  make  you  cry,  for  an  excuse  to  kiss  away 
your  tears.  (Kisses  her  on  the  cheek.)  Jawse  ! 
they  are  very  salty.  You  could  cure  a  pig  with  them ! 

MIRIAM  (peeps  at  him  through  her  fingers , 
laughs)  :  What  things  you  do  say  ! 

TOM  :  Only  to  make  you  laugh.  Hush  !  here 
he  is  coming  back.  Dot  and  carry  one.  (Stumps 
round  the  room,  imitating  Simon.) 

(Simon  stumbles  into  the  room,  greatly  upset.) 

SIMON  :  Thomas  Rees  !  I  beg  of  you  to  come 
with  me  and  save  my  horses  and  cattle  and  pigs. 
(Seizes  Tom  by  the  arm,  and  tries  to  drag  him  out.) 
My  prize  bull  is  dying,  the  pigs  are  squealing  as  if 
the  devil  was  in  them.  Come  ! 
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TOM  :  I  would  come  in  a  minute,  Mr.  Powell  ; 
but  a  farrier  is  no  good — for  a  job  like  that.  It  is 
a  Veterinary  Surgeon  you  want. 

SIMON  {wringing  his  hands)  :  Duw  Mawr  ! 
Miriam  !  persuade  him  to  come  before  it  is  too  late. 

TOM  :  Give  her  to  me  before  it  is  too  late, 
Mr.  Powell,  and  I  won’t  want  any  persuading. 

MIRIAM  :  Yes,  Uncle,  if  you  only  treat  us  well — 

SIMON  ( impatiently — stumps  about  the  room — 
furiously)  :  Treat  you  !  Treat  you  !  You  talk 
about  treating  at  a  time  like  this,  when  I  am  losing 
my  hundreds,  perhaps  my  thousands,  by  this  said 
epidemic.  Hah  !  Damo  !  You  make  me  swear. 

MIRIAM  :  It  is  no  good  blaming  me,  Uncle. 
You  said  yourself  I  didn’t  know  anything  about 
epidemics.  But  I  know  what  Tom  can  do — if  he 
will. 

SIMON  (grinding  his  teeth  with  rage)  :  Yes  ; 

and  I  know,  too.  He  can  stand  with  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  do  nothing  to  save  your  uncle 
from  ruin. 

MIRIAM  :  You  say  awful  things  to  insult  him, 
and  then  you  expect  him  to  come  to  you  like  a  dog, 
and  lick  your  hand.  No  man  worth  the  name  will 
do  it. 

TOM  (facing  Simon  stiffly)  :  Look  here,  Mr. 
Powell  ;  I  know  what  is  the  matter  with  your 
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cattle  and  horses,  and  I  can  cure  them  as  easy  as 
that  {snaps  his  fingers ),  or  I  can  have  them  all 
slaughtered,  and  pay  you  half  their  value.  You 
are  in  my  hands,  and  I  won’t  move  a  finger  for  you, 
if  you  won’t  give  me  Miriam. 

SIMON  {distractedly ,  stumping  about  the  kitchen)  : 
There  ought  to  be  a  law  to  force  farriers  to  do  their 
duty. 

TOM  :  Go  and  get  your  law,  then,  and  force 
your  farrier  to  do  it. 

SIMON  :  It  is  shameful — shameful  ! 

MIRIAM  :  Indeed,  Uncle,  why  don’t  you  give 
in  ?  I  am  not  worth  so  much  as  the  cattle  and  the 
horses  and  the  pigs.  You  can  spare  me  better 
than  them. 

TOM:  It’s  a  case  of  L.S.D.  Mr.  Powell.  Remem¬ 
ber,  it  is  money  counts. 

SIMON  :  You  are  forcing  me  to  do  a  thing  against 
my  will.  (With  sudden  obstinacy.)  No  !  I  ’on’t 
do  it.  I  will  save  the  cattle  myself.  (Stumps 
towards  the  door.) 

TOM  tin  a  warning  voice)  :  Take  care,  Mr  Powell. 
The  epidemic  is  catching — if  you  are  not  sterilised. 

MIRIAM  ( catching  hold  of  her  Uncle’s  arm)  : 
Don’t  go,  Uncle,  don’t !  I  couldn’t  bear  to  lose 
you.  And  you  know  you  are  not  sterilised  (Simon 
hesitates)  nor  insured. 
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TOM  (sombrely)  :  Every  minute  they  are  breathing 
their  last  out  there,  and  you  are  losing  hundreds* 
Make  up  your  mind,  quick,  Mr.  Powell,  or  it  will 
be  too  late  to  save  any  of  them. 

SIMON  (groans)  :  Save  the  cattle,  and  you  shall 
have  her  (a  pause)  when  I  am  gone. 

TOM  :  What  !  A  funeral  before  a  wedding. 
A  nice  taste  you  have  got,  indeed.  It  won’t  do, 
Mr.  Powell.  (Puts  his  hat  on.)  Good  evening, 
Miss  Powell.  I  am  off  home.  I  will  come  back 
in  the  morning,  Mr.  Powell,  and  slaughter  all  the 
horses  and  cattle  and  pigs  that  have  lasted  through 
the  night,  and  bury  the  lot  in  quick  lime  ;  and  you 
with  them — if  you  go  near  them  and  get  any  of 
the  microbes  on  you. 

SIMON  (wringing  his  hands)  :  You  are  an 

unfeeling  man,  Thomas  Rees.  (Tom  reaches  the 
door,  has  his  hand  on  the  latch.)  Come  back  I 
(Tom  turns  round,  waits.)  Save  my  horses  and 
cattle  and  pigs,  and  you  shall  have  her. 

TOM  (crosses  swiftly  to  Simon)  :  Your  hand  on 
that,  Mr.  Powell.  (They  grip  hands.)  Come  on  f 
I  have  got  the  remedy  in  my  pocket.  (Seizes  Simon 
by  the  hand  and  drags  him  out  quickly.) 

MIRIAM  (calling  after  Simon)  :  Mind  and  be 
sterilised,  Uncle,  before  you  go  near  them. 
(Laughing.)  “  Oh  dear !  poor  old  Uncle !  th 
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{She  puts  some  glasses,  a  jug  of  beer ,  knives  and  forks, 
some  bread  and  cheese,  and  loaf  cake  on  the  table, 
and  runs  to  the  window  to  listen,  her  face  wreathed 
in  smiles  as  she  pictures  the  scene  outside.  Simon  and 
Tom  come  in  together.  Simon  sits  down  at  the  table.) 

SIMON  :  Miriam,  my  girl  ;  give  me  a  glass  of 
beer,  and  give  one  to  Tom,  too.  It  is  worth  a  glass 
of  beer  to  cure  the  epidemic. 

MIRIAM  (pouring  out  beer  into  her  Uncle’s  glass): 
I  should  think  so,  indeed. 

SIMON  (grunts)  :  Sit  down,  Tommy  Rees. 
(Drinks.) 

(Tom  sits  down,  Miriam  fills  a  glass  of  beer  for 
him.  Tom  lifts  it  to  his  lips,  and  is  about  to  drink.) 

SIMON  :  A  bit  sour  it  is.  (Tom  smells  the  beer, 
and  puts  the  glass  down.)  It  will  make  good 
vinegar  by-and-by.  (Drinks  with  relish.) 

MIRIAM  :  Don’t  believe  him,  Tom.  It  is  very 
good  beer. 

SIMON  (sharply)  :  How  do  you  know.  Have 
you  been  drinking  it  ? 

MIRIAM  :  No,  Uncle.  But  I  know  the  difference 
between  beer  and  vinegar. 

TOM  :  And  your  Uncle  is  a  proper  vinegar 
machine.  He  turns  everything  sour.  Never  mind, 
I  will  change  you  a  guinea,  Mr.  Powell,  and  you 
can  keep  your  beer. 
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SIMON  (alarmed)  :  No,  no.  It  is  only  my  joke. 
The  beer  is  good  beer.  Fill  his  glass  to  the  top, 
Miriam. 

(Miriam  fills  Tom’s  glass.  Tom  laughs  and  drinks.) 

SIMON  (watches  Tom  drinking)  :  Five  shillings 
a  gallon.  You  are  awful  thirsty,  Thomas  Rees. 

TOM  :  I  am  drowning  the  microbes. 

SIMON  :  Dear,  dear  ;  are  you  now  ?  Give  me 
another  glass,  Miriam.  Have  you  killed  them  all 
in  the  cattle  ? 

TOM  :  Yes,  Mr.  Powell.  There  isn’t  another 
man  in  Morgannwg  who  could  do  a  job  like  that  in 
the  time.  (Emphatically.)  But,  you  see,  I  under¬ 
stand  this  complaint.  It  is  a  new  disease. 

SIMON  :  Dear  annwl !  is  it  ?  It  was  lucky  you 
were  here. 

TOM  :  Well,  I  have  kept  my  promise  ;  and  there 
is  no  danger  with  them  now. 

SIMON  (eagerly)  :  You  are  sure  of  that — quite  sure  ? 

TOM  :  Quite  sure.  To-morrow  you  won’t 
know  there  has  been  anything  the  matter  with 
them.  (Simon  chuckles  to  himself.  Tom  looks 
at  him  suspiciously.)  What  are  you  laughing  at  ? 

SIMON  :  My  thoughts  tickled  me,  Thomas  Rees. 
(With  a  wicked  smile.)  Miriam,  my  girl,  I  am 
thinking  of  sending  you  away  for  a  long  holiday,  to 
be  out  of  the  way  of  the  epidemic. 
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MIRIAM  ( astonished ,  looks  at  Simon,  then  at 
Tom)  :  I  don’t  want  to  go,  Uncle. 

TOM  :  What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Powell  ?  You 
are  not  going  back  on  your  word,  are  you  ? 

SIMON  :  No,  no,  Thomas  Rees.  I  said  you 
shall  have  her,  and  so  you  shall — when  I  am  gone. 
{Chuckles  to  himself.)  That  is  what  I  said  at  first  ; 
and  I  am  a  man  of  my  word. 

TOM  (* indignantly )  :  What !  You  would  cheat 
me,  would  you  ? 

MIRIAM  (upbraidingly)  :  Oh,  Uncle  ! 

SIMON  (enjoying  himself)  :  You  thought  you 
had  me,  Tommy  the  farrier,  didn’t  you  ?  But  old 
Simon  Ty  Robert  doesn’t  like  to  be  pushed  into  a 
corner.  No,  no  !  When  he  is  driven,  he  kicks. 
(Laughs  aloud  and  kicks  out  a  leg.) 

TOM  (disgusted)  :  And  you  are  a  religious  man  l 
(Angrily.)  You  old  scelpin  !  I — I  would  like  to 
smother  you.  (Walks  about  the  room  fuming.) 
Look  here  !  (Faces  Simon.) 

SIMON  :  I  am  looking  ;  but  I  don’t  see  much  to 
look  at.  (Breaks  into  a  fit  of  low  gurgling  laughter.) 

TOM  (enraged)  :  Laugh — laugh  away — you  old 
scarecrow.  If  it  wasn’t  for  Miriam — 

SIMON  (gasps  amidst  his  laughter)  :  Miss  Powell, 
if  you  please. 

TOM  :  Miss  Powell,  is  it  ?  I’ll  give  you  Miss 
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Powell.  (Pokes  him  in  the  ribs  with  his  fingers.) 

You  are  too  old  for  me  to  hit  you,  but  I  will  make  you 
laugh  till  you  can’t  move.  Laugh  !  Laugh  !  You 
don’t  half  laugh.  You  shall  laugh  ’till  you  roll 
on  the  floor  or  put  your  jaw  out.  (Simon  squirms 
and  kicks  with  laughter.  Tom  continues  to  tickle 
him.) 

SIMON  (screaming  with  laughter)  :  Oh — o — o  ! 
Be  quiet !  Leave  me  alone — farrier  ! — Oh — o — o — 
ah  !  (Laughter  suddenly  ceases.) 

(Simon  flops  into  a  chair ,  his  mouth  wide  open, 
gesticulating.) 

TOM  (staring  at  Simon)  :  By  Gosh  !  he  has  done 
it. 

MIRIAM  :  What  ?  Done  what  ? 

TOM  :  Put  his  jaw  out. 

(Simon  tries  to  speak.  Points  frantically  to  his 
mouth.) 

TOM  (grimly)  :  It  is  a  punishment  for  your  sins, 
old  man.  (Simon  looks  imploringly  at  Tom,  points 
to  his  mouth.  Tom  shakes  his  head.)  I  wouldn’t 
put  it  back  for  you  if  you  were  to  go  down  on  your 
knees  to  me.  Send  for  your  farrier.  You  can  die 
of  lockjaw  for  all  I  care.  (Simon  dumbly  appeals 
to  him.)  I  won’t,  I  tell  you.  Go  and  look  at 
yourself  in  the  glass,  and  ask  your  reflection  to  put 
your  jaw  in  for  you.  I  could  do  it  in  two  minutes, 
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if  I  wanted  to.  It  is  no  good  sending  for  the  doctor. 
He  is  gone  over  the  mountain  to  a  case.  So,  good¬ 
bye,  Mr.  Powell.  ( Puts  his  hat  on.  Strides  to  the 
door.)  I  will  come  to  his  funeral,  Miss  Powell,  if 
you  will  let  me  know  when  it  is. 

MIRIAM  :  Oh,  Uncle,  don’t  let  him  go  like  this. 
They  say  lockjaw  is  fatal.  (Tom,  his  back  to 
Simon,  splutters  with  laughter  by  the  door.  Claps 
his  hand  over  his  mouth.)  Dear  Uncle  !  Don’t 
let  yourself  die  on  my  account.  I  am  not  worth  it. 
Sacrifice  me,  and  let  Tom  put  your  jaw  in.  (Simon 
nods  reluctantly,  mops  his  forehead  with  his  handker¬ 
chief.)  Tom  !  Tom  !  please  come  back  ! 

TOM  ( sternly ,  from  the  door)  :  I  am  ready  to  put 
it  in,  only  he  must  sign  a  promise  to  let  me  have 
you  (Miriam  nods  and  smiles)  at  my  own  time. 

MIRIAM  ( tosses  her  head)  :  At  my  time,  if  you 
please. 

TOM  :  Very  well  ;  at  our  time,  not  his  ;  or  pay 
me  two  thousand  pounds  for  services  rendered  to — 
his  jaw.  And  look  here,  Mr.  Powell  (nodding  his 
head  gravely  at  Simon)  if  it  isn’t  done  at  once — 
at  once,  mind  you — there  will  be  mortification  in 
the  glenoid  cavity  and  necrosis  of  the  ramus,  and  devil 
knows  what,  and  it  will  give  you  such  awful  pain 
that  you  will  be  off  your  head,  and  be  telling  all 
about  your  goings  on  at  the  fairs  and  markets  ; 
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how  many  times  you  have  been  drunk  and  kissed 
the  landlady  of  The  Crown — before  your  own  niece, 
too.  Just  think  of  it ! 

MIRIAM  :  Oh,  Uncle,  I  didn’t  know  you  did  such 
things. 

(Simon  glares  savagely  at  Tom.  Scrambles  to  his 
desk ,  and  writes  hurriedly.  Tom  looks  over  his 
shoulder.  Simon  hands  paper  to  Tom,  who  reads  it, 
and  stamps  it.) 

TOM  (hands  paper  to  Simon)  :  Sign  it  and  date 
it  across  the  stamp,  Mr.  Powell.  (Simon  signs.) 
Thank  you,  Sir.  (Puts  it  in  his  pocket-book.)  Like 
yourself,  I  am  a  man  of  my  word  :  but,  you  will 
remember,  I  didn’t  say  when  I  would  put  your  jaw 
in  for  you.  (Simon  sinks  helplessly  into  a  chair. 
Tom  grins  at  him  pleasantly.)  All  right,  Mr. 
Powell.  That  is  my  last  joke.  Stay  where  you 
are,  and  I  will  do  it  now.  (Simon  trembles  in  the 
chair).  Get  me  two  forks,  Miriam.  (She  hands  two 
forks  to  Tom.)  Go  behind  him,  and  hold  his  head 
steady.  (Miriam  holds  her  Uncle’s  head,  with  an 
averted  face.)  I  am  not  going  to  hurt  you,  Mr.  Powell, 
although  I  am  a  farrier. 

(Tom  deftly  inserts  the  handles  of  the  forks  one  on 
each  side  of  Simon’s  mouth,  and  uses  them  as  levers. 
Simon  groans,  and  kicks  out  his  legs,  and  the  jaw 
slips  into  its  place.) 
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TOM  :  Give  me  a  bandage,  Miriam. 

MIRIAM  :  I  haven’t  got  a  bandage.  Will  a 
handkerchief  do  ? 

TOM  :  Yes.  (Simon  makes  signs  that  he  has 
got  a  handkerchief  in  his  pocket.  Tom  takes  Simon's 
handkerchief,  folds  it,  and  then  ties  up  Simon’s  chin. 
There  you  are,  Mr.  Powell.  (Simon  makes  an 
attempt  to  speak.)  Not  a  word,  if  you  please,  or  it 
will  go  out  again.  ( Turns  to  Miriam,  opens  his 
arms.  She  goes  to  him.)  Miriam  !  He  can’t  say 
No  !  His  jaw  won’t  let  him. 


Curtain. 
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